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Finding Peace 


Author's Notes: 
After much consideration, I've decided to post an old Led Zeppelin story that | wrote. As a result, quality may 
be questionable. XD 


It was far too noisy, the sounds a constant distraction Every time he got accustomed to one sound another 
one was introduced, throwing him off balance yet again. Staying inside was out of the question because it was 
too quiet, so instead he stood on the porch, hands braced on the railing before him, mindless of possible 


splinters. 


It wasn't as though he had anything against noise, he needed it, but this was unsettling, unlike anything else he 
knew. The sounds of the city, cars driving in daily procession, women gossiping, men working and children 
giggling, that he understood. He thrived on the sounds of a great performance, making his guitar cry to the 
screaming audience, the amplifiers spreading the sound into the streets beyond Even the sounds of a 


thunderstorm didn't disturb him. 


This was truly different though. The wind rattled tree branches against one another and against the walls, 
making instruments out of leaves and twigs. Birds twittered from every direction, each singing a different line 
to the same song. Even the waves crashed against the rocks and the dock. The most frustrating part was he 


was the only one bothered by it all. 


Robert and Bonzo had been enthralled since the moment they arrived, spending as much time as they could 
outside, relishing the sights and sounds. Jonesy had been uncertain at first but found peace in his own time, 
joining Robert and Bonzo in some of their adventures. That wasn't the case this time, as he spied only two 


figures in the motorboat when it left the dock. 


It was far from the relaxing atmosphere that Peter promised them. They could have been in London, 
reconnecting with friends and family, getting ready to go back to the studio, but Peter had a surprise for 
them. Without being given any clues they flew out from New York, flying west. He still remained secretive once 
they set down in Michigan and started what would be a three hour drive. A dirt road carved through a dense 
forest later they arrived at their destination, a cottage on a lake in the middle of no-fucking-where. Peter 
never got out of the car, staying only long enough to tell them the place was theirs for a week and that there 


were amenities in the kitchen and bathrooms. 
He knew his friend was in hysterics, laughing over their predicament. 
Thank god the place had proper plumbing. 


Much higher thanks went to Jonesy who found a general store on his walk on their second day of isolation, 


which provided them with beer that was noticeably absent from the cottage. 
With a heavy sigh Jimmy loosened a hand to pick up the bottle, draining it with a miserable gulp. 


As down as his spirits were the place wasn't horrible; proper amenities now provided the cottage 
accommodated the four of them nicely. After living in each other's pockets, or close to it, for much of the 
tour the cottage had four separate bedrooms, three with double beds and one with a queen It hadn't taken 
Robert long to find that room, claiming it with a "Mine!" at full gleeful volume. There were two washrooms, one 
but a toilet and sink. The kitchen was a separate room from where they ate, the table positioned in front of 
the door to the spacious back porch. A wall partition gave some privacy to the family room from the eating 
area; it seated a couple of couches and upholstered chairs as well as a turntable. There was another room 
back with the bedrooms, looking to be an office with a desk, a tiny couch and a bookshelf loaded to full 
capacity. Outside the lawn was on the long side, having not been cut since the fall, and the garden beds were 
anxious to be doted upon. And of course there was the floating dock, currently relieved of its motorboat by 


Robert and Bonzo. 


Cottage season had yet to begin but for them it was an advantage. April meant the weather was getting 
steadily warmer, but not enough to send cottagers out to the lake in droves. They were the only people on the 


lake, or so the general store owner told Jonesy. In two more weeks the natives would start their journey but 


by that time they would be back in England. 


Trying to ignore the squawks of overly animated birds Jimmy abandoned his post, making his way past the 
barbeque and down the porch stairs. On the lawn he nearly stepped on a squirrel. It nattered at his ankle as he 
tried to regain his balance. He did step on the acorn it had been carrying through, sliding him over the wet 
grass until it shot out backwards, nearly taking out the laughing squirrel. One inch to the left and Jimmy would 


have been the one laughing. 


The rest of his walk to the dock was safe. Each step he took down the long stretch of supposedly stable wood 
caused it to sway, which in turn had Jonesy starting. He looked over his shoulder, caught off guard just like 


Jimmy to find one another. "| thought you were in the cottage," Jonesy commented. 


"| was, but it's too quiet," Jimmy mentioned. "Some noise and fresh air will be nice." Stepping carefully he made 


his way closer. "I didn't expect to find you here." 
Jonesy pursed his lips in a faint smile. "| came down to get some peace and fresh air." 


"Oh, peace, sure,’ Jimmy remarked wryly as he gazed out to the choppy waves that made the dock feel like a 


carnival ride. 


"Don't you find it relaxing not having to rush everywhere, to deal with everyone and everything?" Jonesy 
posed. 


Jimmy eased himself to sit beside Jonesy. The simple movement made him feel more centred, despite being 


closer to the water. "And that's different from you waiting on Percy and Bonzo?" Jimmy challenged back 


‘Sometimes | like them best at a distance," Jonesy commented as he turned his gaze to stare at the boat off 
in the distance. He shrugged a shoulder at Jimmy's snicker, seemingly careless of the response but his little 


smile said otherwise. "But | didn't come down to watch." 


Jimmy spotted the paperback that rested within the niche of Jonesy's crossed legs, sitting on the blanket he 
sat on. He blinked in confusion but quickly realised why Jonesy had brought the blanket with him. Nudging 
Jonesy over to make room he stopped the wetness from the dock from seeping any further into his jeans. "| 
still fail to see how this is calming," he mentioned with a sweep of his hand, gesturing back to the cottage and 
ending on the lake. "I'll take rushing around over this any day." 


"Lucky for you we're leaving in three days." 
‘Its not soon enough." 


An almost laugh of a sigh escaped Jonesy’s lips. "Never satisfied," he murmured. "It's too slow, too much 


privacy, too quiet - it needs more noise-" 


"No it doesn't!" His protest had Jonesy turning his face to him, looking slightly surprised but mostly curious. 
"The birds never shut up, the wind howls when it's not smashing the tree branches, the waves crash like 


drums-" 
‘Sounds more like a soothing song than the racket you hear," Jonesy observed. 
Jimmy crossed his arms, looking almost to be sulking. "You aren't helping.” 


Jonesy laughed, the sound silencing Jimmy's bullies briefly. "Luckily for you Bonzo and Robert are coming to 


make some noise of their own" 


Sure enough when he looked back out the boat wasn't where he had last seen it, instead zooming in their 
direction. "Which will be of more help than you," Jimmy lightly accused. It was a struggle to stand up but he 
did get to his feet. "| wonder if they caught anything.” 


| wonder if they know how to prepare fish." Having stood up with just as little grace as Jimmy, Jonesy was 
trying to fold up his blanket while holding onto his book but paused, his eyes no longer on his work. "Are - are 
they stopping?" 


"What was that?" The wind and waves had picked up with the boat's approach, increasing the volume and 
incidentally muting out Jonesy. 


"The boat isn't slowing down" 


Jimmy's eyes darted from Jonesy to the boat. Indeed, it wasn't slowing in the slightest, maybe even picking up 
speed. Jimmy took one step back for Jonesy's three, only to take a final leap as the boat collided with the dock. 
Miraculously there was no shattering or debris flying. He flailed for something to grab, registering his hand 
coming into contact with something before sliding free. The next thing he recongised was the sound of 


hysterical laughter followed by twin splashes. 


From inside, the lake looked nothing like the white caps and steel blue of the surface. Limbs heavy with soaked 
clothes and confusion he watched his surroundings get darker as he sunk deeper, the light above shrinking 
away. In a sudden burst of panic he kicked and fought his way up, somehow propelling himself to the surface. 


Jimmy's face broke through the waves as he coughed up water and panted for air. 
"And that was how Robert Plant sunk the eight ball!" 


Despite his water-logged ears he could hear Bonzo's proclamation. Gritting his teeth he splashed for attention 
"Would you give me a hand?" His head submerged to the sound of applause. Growling to himself he managed to 


kick his way back up, his legs and arms nearly dead from effort. "Help me out now!" 


Robert offered him one of the fishing rods, which he desperately grabbed by the spool. Kicking weakly he was 


drawn to the dock "I'm giving you a four for form," Robert announced. 


Jimmy clung to the edge of the dock; struggling to hold himself up with one arm he turned his hand over to 
find a deep but clean gash over his palm. Only once he saw it did he realise just how much agony his hand was 
in. Noticing his injury Robert and Bonzo hauled him out by his elbows. Out of the water the wind was biting 
cold, causing him to shiver to the core; wrapping his arms around himself he tried to keep what little warmth 
was in his body inside. "Next time dock the boat properly and don't drown your friend," Jimmy snapped when 
his teeth weren't chattering. 


"We're just having fun," Bonzo brushed off. He clapped his hand down on his shoulder, a friendly gesture he 
was accustomed to, but this time it nearly had him buckling. 


"Let's see how much fun you have in ice cold water," Jimmy retaliated. He was glaring at Bonzo but with both 
of them in the boat they both deserved the same mutinous expression, and so switched his glare to Robert. 


"Especially when you don't know how to swim!" 
"Everyone knows how to swim," Robert said with a swish of his hand. 


"So my form of ‘four' means nothing to you?" Jimmy challenged. At last Robert's bravado desisted, the blond 
looking at Bonzo, uncertainty finally setting in 


The feeling was returned, good-humour replaced by guilt. Rubbing his jaw awkwardly Bonzo looked away to 
search up and down the dock. "Where is Jonesy?" he asked slowly. 


Jimmy's insides went from solid ice to shatters at Bonzo's quiet question, stomach painfully flipping as Robert 
pushed the matter further. "Does he know how to swim?" 


"Jonesy!" Robert and Bonzo yelled in unison, Jimmy too detached to join in, his mind consumed by replaying the 
two splashes he knew he heard. Silent and unmoving he broke free of the dark reality by a third splash. He 
turned in time to see Bonzo's feet disappearing into the water, the tail end of a dive. He came up for air 
several long seconds later. What felt like an hour was only one anxious minute spent by Bonzo searching and 
gasping for breath, slowly making his way towards the far end of the dock. Bonzo resurfaced like he had all the 
times before but didn't stay as long, submerging quickly. It seemed to take longer for Bonzo to surface but 
this time he had Jonesy under his arm. 


Robert rushed to help Bonzo, pulling Jonesy onto the dock as Bonzo pushed himself out of the water. Praying 
over and over in his head Jimmy watched as Robert slapped Jonesy's face repeatedly. "Jones, wake up!" Robert 


ordered but he didn't rouse, remaining pale and unconscious. 


Pushing Robert aside, Bonzo set Jonesy on his back, tilting his chin back so he could press his fingers to 
Jonesy's neck. His fingers didn't stay long, grasping his chin while he pinched Jonesy's nose with his other hand. 
Bonzo opened Jonesy's mouth, not hesitating before sealing his mouth to Jonesy's and breathing into him twice. 
He broke the contact, twisting his face so his cheek was over Jonesy's mouth and waiting several seconds 


before turning to breathe into him again. Bonzo did the sequence several more times until Jonesy's chest rose 


shakily only for him to cough up water a second later. 


Bonzo and Robert grabbed a shoulder each as Jonesy tried to sit up still coughing, almost falling back with the 
effort. "Are you alright?" Bonzo asked, rubbing his shoulder. 


"You - fuckers," Jonesy wheezed as he pushed Bonzo's hand away and shrugged off Robert. 

"He sounds alright," Robert joked in attempts to break the fear that hung over them. 

Giving Robert a bleary glare Jonesy pushed himself to his feet. He only made three steps, his legs buckling. 
Finally out of his stupor Jimmy caught Jonesy before he hit the dock. His hand stung with pain, the motion of 
grabbing Jonesy's elbow causing a hot rush of blood to start. “Take it slow," he murmured reassuringly, letting 
an equally cold and shaking Jonesy lean against him. 


As dazed as he was Jonesy stared at the blood that was soaking into his sleeve. "What happened?" 


"| don't know," Jimmy admitted. He glanced around the dock, half expecting to find a strip of his skin lying 


somewhere. 


"You two need to dry up," Robert commented as he took position on the other side of Jonesy, putting an arm 


around him in support. 
"Says one half of the team who was the cause of us getting wet," Jonesy muttered, pressing closer to Jimmy. 


Jimmy smirked as Robert paid no heed to his comment. "Dry up and put on some warm clothes. I'll make up 
some tea while Bonzo does dinner," Robert offered. 


Jonesy's face blanched even further. "I don't need anything more to drink" 

Chuckling lightly Jimmy helped Robert to get Jonesy walking. It might have appeared a selfless gesture hadn't 
he been eager to do just exactly what Robert said. Still he did look over his shoulder to see Bonzo busy doing 
something with the boat. "What is dinner?" Jimmy asked. 


Bonzo held up a net that held several fishes. His eyes widened as Jimmy made a face. "Ah, that is. fish.” 


"And rice," Jonesy interjected, having seen what had caused Jimmy to slow down and tense up. "I think we have 


some carrots left over from last night as well." 
"Exactly," Bonzo agreed, as though that was what he had planned from the beginning. 
"Well, at least you did something useful with the boat,” Jimmy remarked sharply. 


Bonzo and Robert glanced at one another, both suppressing grins. 


The foursome made their way to the cottage, past the squirrel inspecting his dented acorn It stopped to gaze 
at the ragtag group, snickering at the soaked men. Hearing the mockery Jimmy muttered under his breath. 


"Why are you glaring at a squirrel?" Jonesy asked quizzically. 


Thankfully he didn't have to answer the question, Robert speaking as he took the lead up the stairs, still holding 
onto Jonesy. "How long do you think the fish will take?" 


Bonzo gave their catch an appraising look. "Ten minutes to prepare. twenty minutes top to cook" 
"Half an hour then it is gentlemen," Robert announced as he opened the cottage door. "Finest attire only." 


Rolling his eyes once he was behind Robert, Jimmy headed for his bedroom, his fluffy towel and dry clothes on 


his mind. He hadn't even reached for the towel when he heard Jonesy call for him. "Yes?" 


His door open he could see Jonesy in the bathroom, opening the cupboard underneath the sink. "Come in here 


for a minute," Jonesy said, motioning for him with one hand while rummaging with the other. 


He came to the doorway, standing over Jonesy as he remained crouched. "What do you-" He stopped as Jonesy 


pulled out a first-aid kit. "You knew there was one in there?" 
Standing with a nod Jonesy set the kit on the counter. "I made sure to look for one, in case we needed it" 
"Always prepared," Jimmy commented with a small smirk 


"Sit," Jonesy instructed firmly. Setting the toilet lid down Jimmy obeyed, silently amused as Jonesy moved with 
efficiency, opening the kit and soaping up a face cloth. Taking Jimmy's hand he turned it over to clean it. 


Jimmy winced only once, the one time enough for Jonesy to gentle already light fingers. "I could do this 
myself," he pointed out. 


"Is easier this way," Jonesy reasoned as he dabbed away at dried and fresh blood. "You'd need an extra hand 
to cut and bandage properly.’ 


Jimmy had stopped shaking from the cold even though he still felt frozen. "If you say so." 

"| do." Jonesy turned away to cough before focusing again. Satisfied with the cleaning job he pulled out steri 
strips, cutting them into small pieces. Pressing them in place over the cut made the bleeding resume. Jonesy 
frowned before pulling out a roll of gauze. He cut a few pieces of the gauze, stacking them over the cut, 


before using the rest of the gauze to secure it. 


Jimmy watched as Jonesy's hands shook, wrapping the gauze a fourth time before double knotting it against 


the back of his hand. "How. how is it that you nearly drowned but | didn't?" Jimmy murmured. 


Pursing his lips Jonesy put the supplies back in the kit. "I must have hit the water the wrong way. The last 
thing | remember was a sudden pain," he explained "After that. nothing." 


He bit his lip worryingly. "Does it still hurt?" 

| hurt all over, but I'll survive," Jonesy assured with a little smile, snapping the kit shut. 

‘Maybe you should lie down," Jimmy suggested as he set his hand gingerly in his lap. 

I'm afraid | won't get up if | do." Wincing slightly he bent to put the kit away. 

"Are you sure you're alright?" Jimmy wasn't convinced by his expression or his shaking. 

Jonesy hesitated but nodded carefully. "I'm cold, wet, and sore, but Im alright." 

| can understand that” He certainly felt the same way. Although his hand was starting to feel better he was 


still all too cold for his liking. Smiling thankfully he stood up and pressed past Jonesy, returning back to his 
room where dry clothes waited for him. 


So very cold 

Fish swam past him, turning into skeletal models of themselves as he touched them. 

Weeds wrapped around his ankles, dragging him down 

Darkness loomed in from all sides. 

His heavy limbs were unable to pull him to the surface. 

Everything blurred around him. 

Air pulled from his lungs. 

Jimmy lurched out of his sleep, a faint cry on his lips as he sat upright. The fish blirked at him before fading 
into the woodwork of the bedroom. The weeds retreated along the floorboards and moonlight eased in through 


the window. Inhaling deeply he pulled his blankets tighter around him but he still felt frozen 


With a drawn out groan he laid down again, cheek to pillow but eyes wide open; sleep wasn't coming easily to 
him, interrupted by nightmares. So instead he listened to the noises that had been grating on his nerves every 


day since arriving - the waves against the rocks, the wind rattling tree branches, owls hooting and someone 


retching. 
Wait, that last one was new. 


Propping himself up, arm on his pillow, Jimmy strained to determine if he had heard right. Sure enough he 
could make out someone being sick. That night the drinking had been minimal, the bottles accumulating over his, 
Robert's and Bonzo's efforts. Men raised on alcohol they could hold their own effortlessly. The dinner had been 
finely made, Bonzo doing the handiwork with remarkable ease. There should have been no reason for anyone to 


be sick. 


Jimmy lowered his head back to his pillow, deciding to give whoever it was the dignity of privacy. He felt bad 
for listening but he couldn't help himself, nor could he stop his silent question. Who was it? The sounds quieted, 
almost stopping, before starting again but harder. All thoughts of dignity vanished from his mind, firmly 


replaced by concern. He was already awake, it wouldn't hurt to check. 

Treading quietly he made his way to the bathroom. The door was not entirely shut, no doubt from haste, 
Jimmy peered through the crack to see Jonesy's hunched figure. His first reaction was disgust but he didn't 
look away, in fact he did the opposite. Opening the door wider Jimmy eased inside, slipping down behind him. His 
knuckles grazed Jonesy's clammy neck as he pulled his hair back, his body slumped over in brief respite. "Wha- 
" Jonesy gasped only to throw up more. 

"Shh, calm down," Jimmy soothed, fingers combing and gathering Jonesy's hair. "Don't worry about who this is.’ 
"Jimmy?" Jonesy's voice cracked. "Did | wake you?" 

"| was already up," Jimmy assured him. 


"For fifteen minutes?" 


Having been awake for only a few Jimmy made a face. "Not quite that long." He moved a hand to rub Jonesy's 
back. "What's wrong?" 


"Exactly what it looks like," Jonesy replied with a rough laugh only to groan and clutch his ribs. "I don't know 
why l'm sick" 


"Stress," Jimmy suggested after a few seconds consideration. "Swallowing half a lake can't help either." 


"You don't say" A shaky hand lifted to flush the toilet before the rest of him did, gripping the sink counter for 
extra support. Jonesy made it half-way up before swaying. Seconds later and on his knees again he was back 
to being sick. "Shit," he muttered once the spell was finished, drawing out the word so it was more sound than 


anything else. 


"Take it slowly." With words of encouragement Jimmy helped Jonesy to stand, hands on his back and waist. 
Breathing roughly through his mouth Jonesy righted himself. The reflection Jimmy found in the mirror was a 
contrast of colours, red cheeks and eyes against a pale face, shadows surrounding eyes. "Can you rinse your 


mouth out?" 


Jonesy shook his head resolutely only to wince with the movement. "I'm not putting anymore water in my 


mouth." 
"How about brushing your teeth?" 


Only moving his arm Jonesy reached for toothpaste and toothbrush. He did the job with little energy. "Thank 
you. but you don't have to help me," Jonesy mumbled afterwards, a guilty look on his face. 


He attempted a casual shrug but couldn't help but be pleased. "You didn't have to help me but you did," Jimmy 
reminded. Jonesy nodded but the guilt was still there. "I appreciate it” 


"How is your hand?" Jonesy asked. 


"It stings a little," Jimmy mentioned, studying his bandaged hand on Jonesy's back, feeling the chill of his skin 
"And you?" 


‘ll be fine." A reluctant step pulled Jonesy away from him. "I'll just. let you go back to sleep." 
"Oh." Sleep that he wasn't getting; not wanting to look disappointed he smiled faintly. "Goodnight." 
"Sleep well." 


He was still in the bathroom when he heard a door shut. He flushed the toilet before leaving himself, returning 
to his bed. He didn't want to sleep but his best intentions didn't help; his eyes were closed before his head 


even hit his pillow. 


Jimmy curled up on himself as he felt the waves crash over him, dragging him away from the safety of his 


bed. 


Fish swam up to him, kissing him, making his bones pop out of his skin with each kiss. He whimpered in pain, 
trying to shield himself with his arms, but it did him no good; weeds wrapped around his wrists and elbows, 
pulling them aside. "No, stop it," he begged while trying to claw through the weeds. 


"Please" Darkness fell over him, blacking out moon and starlight. "Help me." He could feel more weeds wrap 
around him, taking him by his legs and arms. His struggling and kicking slowed his downwards spiral but didn't 
stop it. Something wrapped around his neck, nearly choking him. His head growing light he was dimly aware of 
sinking in a rapid icy descent. Air rushed out of his lips, almost stripping him of whimpers of protest. His 
whimpers filled his ears, a high pitched sound that had him squeezing his eyes. The sound was the final weight 


to push him over the edge, to death. 


Death wasn't nearly as bad as he expected it to be. There was no burning or freezing, the temperature a 
pleasing warmth. Voices didn't yell in agony and still it wasn't silent, a rasping sound filling his ears instead. A 
damp scent carried his way although there were undertones of cedar and cherry. He sniffed again, brushing 
his chin against something soft. Everything was soft but there was a solidness that came with it, a comforting 


presence curling over his stomach, winding into fingers pressing to his side. 


Slitting his eyes open Jimmy was surprised to not be dead but alive and in bed. It was just another nightmare, 
if nightmares were pleasant. However the rasping stuck with him, carrying over from slumber along with that 
sweet scent. The warmth continued to linger, as did the fingers. Jimmy trailed his hand from fingers to arm, 
hovering just barely over skin until it came to a shoulder. He couldn't see who the owner of the shoulder was, 
hair falling over the face. Carefully lifting several strands he found pink cheeks and dark-lined eyes. A piece of 
hair fell from his fingers, falling back upon the sleeping face. Slowly the eyes opened, locking with Jimmy's 
pressing gaze. The calm of sleep didn't last, blue eyes instantly flustered. "lm sorry, I'll get go-" Jonesy rushed 
as he tried to get up. 


Jimmy clasped his shoulder, fingers light as his voice. "Why are you here?" 


"| - | heard you having a nightmare," Jonesy started sheepishly, his eyes darting away. "I tried to wake you 
but you were frantic, grabbing me. You calmed down but you wouldn't let me go. | meant to leave once you fell 


back asleep. but | guess | fell asleep too.” 


"Are you leaving now?" Squeezing Jonesy's shoulder brought his gaze up. Neither of them had moved, not even 
their hands. While that looked hopeful he was still unsure; moving slowly Jimmy pressed his mouth to Jonesy's, 
a chaste brush of lips that Jonesy mirrored. Jimmy's hand took the initiative, shifting to cup Jonesy's head, 
but deepening the kiss was both their doing. When the need for air was inevitable the silence between them 
stayed calm. It didn't stay that way for long, Jonesy closing the space to kiss him again, Jimmy moving with 
him. 


Fingers splayed to explore, mimicking the actions of their mouths. Gripping at skin and hair they settled back 
against one another, hands and lips busy. Sliding his hand from hair to back Jimmy was glad to feel that 
Jonesy's skin was no longer clammy but cool, warming under his touch. The smile he wore into the edge of 
Jonesy's neck took on a desperate shape as fingers dragged over his rising excitement. He was a couple of 
seconds behind in pulling off sleeping shorts but he made up for lost time, matching stroke for stroke. He 
rolled them onto their side, neither of their hands stopping. 


"Hey!" 


Both of them had stopped upon Roberts outburst. Jimmy looked up from the shoulder he was decorating with 
nips to his door, the door firmly shut and no one standing before it. 


"My toothbrush tastes vile!" 


"I didn't want to make mine vile," Jonesy commented softly, an unheard argument to Robert's exclamation. 


"Besides, he deserved it." 


Coughing back a laugh Jimmy almost missed Bonzo's response, also coming from beyond the door. "Jimmy and 


Jonesy are still sleeping. Keep quiet." 
"We're sleeping?" Jimmy asked with a twist of his fingers. 


Breath caught in his chest Jonesy stuttered on his words. "Not - quite." With a careful squeeze he had 


Jimmy's smirk falling away with a groan. "You think you can keep quiet?" 


Several somewhat quiet minutes later they laid resting, eyes hooded but not closed, listening to abating 
breaths. Content Jimmy settled his head upon his pillow but keeping his gaze on a smooth cheek. Eyes growing 
heavier they slowly eased shut. He curled towards Jonesy's warmth, draping his arm over him, at last at 


peace. 


